The Scarlet Ibis

By James Hurst

It was in the dove of seasons, summer was dead but autumn had
not yet been bom, that the ibis lit in the bleeding tee. The flower garden
was strained with rotting brown magnolia petals and ironwreds grew
rank amid the purple phlox. The five o'clocks by the chimney sl
marked time, but the oriole nest in the elm was untenanted and rocked
back and forth like an empty cradle. The last graveyard fowers were
blooming, and their smell drified across the cotron field and through
every room of our house, speaking softly the names of our dead.

Its strange thar all this is still so clear t me, now that summer has
long since fled and time has had its way. A grindstonc stands where the
bleeding tree stood, just outside the kitchen door, and now if an oriole
sings in the elm, its song seerns w die up in the leaves, a silvery dust. The
flower garden is prim, the house 2 gleaming white, and the pale fence
across the yard stands stmight and spruce. But sometimes (like right
nw),aslsitindmmoLgmm—dmpdpadondmgdndsmmbgimm
tum, and time with all irs changes is ground away-and I remember Doo-
dle.

Doodle was just about the craziest brother a boy every had. Of
course, he wasn't crazy crazy like old Miss Leedie, who was in love with
President Wilson and wrote him a letter every day; but was a nice cazy;

! like someone you meet in your dreams. He was born when [ was six and
was, from the outset, a disappointment. He scemed all head, with a tiny
body which was red and shriveled like an old man’. Everybody thought
he was going 1 dic-everybody except Aunt Nicey; who had delivered
him. She said he would live because he was born in a caul, and cauls were
made from Jesus' nightgown. Daddy had Mr. Heath, the carpenter, build
a lile mahogany coffin for him. But he didnt die, and when he was
three months old, Mama and Daddy decided they might as well name
him. They named him William Armstrong, which is like tying a big @il
on a small kite. Such a name sounds good only on a tombstone.

I thought myself pretty smart at many things, like holding my
breath, running, jumping, or dimbing the vines in Old Woman Swamp,
and I wanted more than anything else someone o race to Horschead
Landing, someone to box with, and someone to perch with in the top
fork of the great pine behind the bam, where across the fields and
swamps you could see the sea. [ wanted a brother. But Mama, crying,
told me that even if William Armstrong lived, he would never do these
things with me. He might not, she sobbed, even be “all there” He might,
as long as he lived, lie on the rubber sheet in the center of the bed in the

front bedroom where the white Marquette curmins billowed o in the
afternoon sea breeze, rustling like palmetto fronds.

It was bad enough having an invalid brothes, but having one who
possibly was not all there was unbearable, so I began to make plans to kill
him by smothering him with a pillow: Howeves, one afternoon as 1
watched him, my head poked between the iron posts of the foot of the
bed, he looked straight at me and grinned. I skipped through the rooms,
down the echoing halls, shouting, “Marna, he smiled. He's all there! He's
all there!” and he was.

When he was two, if you laid him on his stomach, he began w
move himself, straining temibly: The doctor said that with his weak heart
this strain would probably kll him, but it didnt. Trembling, héd push
himself up, wming first red, then a soft purple, and finally collapse back
onto the bed like an old wormn-our doll. I can still see Mama watching
him, her hand pressed tight across her mouth, her eyes wide and un-
blinking. But he leamed to crawl (it was his third winter), and we
brought him out of the front bedrom, putring him on the rug before
the fireplace. For the first time he became one of us.

As long as he lay all the time in bed, we called him William Arm-
strong, even though it was formal and sounded as if we were referring to
one of our ancestors, but with his cre around on the deerskin rug
and beginning to talk, something had /% be done about his name. Tt was
I who renamed him. When he crawled, he crawled backwards, as if he
were in reverse and couldn't change gears. If you called him, held tum
around as if he were going in the other direction, then hedd back right up
© you to be picked up. Crawling backward made him look like a
doodlebug, so I began to call him Doodle, and in time even Mama and
Daddy thought it was a better name than William Armstrong, Only
Aunt Nicey disagreed. She said caul babies should be treated with special
respect since they might tum out to be saints. Renaming my brother was
perhaps the kindest thing I ever did for him, because nobody expects
much from someone called Doodle.

A[dwu#lDoodlchmcdmathshuwcdmsigmofwaJking,
but he wasn't idle. He talked so much that we all quit listening to whar he
said. It was about this time that Daddy built him a go-cart and I had
pull him around. At first I just paraded him up and down the piazza, but
then he started crying w be taken out into the yard, and it ended up by
my having to lug him wherever I went. If I so much as picked up my
cap, hed start crying w go with me and Mama would call from where
she was, “Take Doodle with you.”

He was a burden in many ways. The doctor had said thar he
mustnt get o exited, o hot, w0 cold, or two tired and that he must
always be treated genty: A long list of don'ts went with him, all of which I
ignored once we got out of the house. To discourage his coming with me,
Id run with him across the ends of the cotton rows and careen him
around comers on wo wheels. Sometimes I accidentally tumed him
over, but he never told Mama. His skin was very sensitive, and he had 1o
wear a big straw har whenever he went out. When the going got rough
and he had w ding to the sides of the go-cart, the hat slipped all the way
down over his eass. He was a sight. Finally, I could see I was lidked. Doo-
dle was my brother and he was going to cling to me forever; no matter
vdmldid.mldmggndhknmdwbumhgmmnﬁddmsfﬂcwiﬁ
him the only beauty I knew; Old Woman Swamp. I pulled the go-cart
through the saw-tooth fern, down into the green dimness where the
palmetto fronds whispered by the stream. I lifted him out and set him
down in the soft rubber grass beside 2 tall pine. His eyes were round with



wonder as he gazed about him, and his litde hands began o stroke the
rubber grass. Then he began to cry.

“For heavens sake, what's the matter?” [ asked, annoyed.

“Its 50 pretty,” he said. “So pretty; pretty; pretry.”

After that day Doodle and I often went down into Old Woman
Smmp.lwouldgadluwﬂdﬂowus,wﬂdviolcts,honcymxldc,ydkm
jasmine, snakeflowers, and water lilies, and with wire grass wed weave
them into neckaces and crowns. Wed bedeck ourselves with our handi-
work and loll about thus beauified, beyond the touch of the everyday
world. Then when the shnted mys of the sun bumed orange in the wps
of the pines, wed drop our jewels into the stream and watch them float
away toward the sea.

Tha:lsmdumm(andm&xsad:mlhavcmm}wdxtmodlm)a
knot of cruelty bome by the stream of love, much as our blood some-
times bears the seed of our destruction, and at times [ was mean © Doo-
dle. One day I took him up to the bam loft and showed him his casket,
telling him how we all had believed he would die. It was covered with a
film of Paris green sprinkled w kill the rats, and screech owls had built a
nest inside it.

Doodlcsmdledthcmahngmyquﬁ)ralongumc.dimsald.“lts
not mine.”

“It is,” I said. Andbcﬁml’]lhdpyoudownﬁ'omdmbﬁ,yourc
going to have w touch it.”

“I wonit touch it,” he said sullenly. .

"ﬂmrllhvcyouhmbyyoumdﬁ”llimﬁ,andnmdculﬂ
were going down.

Doodle was frightened of being left. Dontg)le:weme, Bmdl::;’
he aried, and he leaned oward the coffin. His hand, trembling, reached
ous, and when he touched the casket he screamed. A sereech owl flapped
out of the box into our faces, scaring us and covering us with Paris green.
Doodle was paralyzed, so I put him on my shoulder and carried him
down the ladder, and even when we were outside in the bright sunhine,
he clung to me, aying, “Don'tleave me. Don't leave me”

When Doodle was five years old, T was embarrassed at having a
brother of thatage who couldn't walk, so I'set out to teach him. We were
down in Old Woman Swamp and it was spring and the sicle-sweet smell
of bay flowers hung everywhere like 2 moumnfuil song, “Tm going to teach
you o walk, Doodle,” I said. He was sitting comfortably on the soft grass,
leaning back against the pine.

“Why?” he asked. I hadni't expected such an answer.

“So I'wonlt have to haul you around all the time”

“I can't walk, Brother,” he said.

“Who says s0?” I demanded.

“Mama, the doctor-everybody.”

“Oh, you can walk,” I said, and I took him by the arms and swod
him up. He collapsed onto the grass like a half-empty flour sack. It was as
if he had no bones in his licde legs.

“Don't hurt me, Brother,” he warned.

“Shut up. I'mnotg:mgmhurryou. I'm going to wach you to
wall” I heaved him up again, and again he collapsed. This time he did
notlift his face up out of the rubber grass.

“I just cant do it. Let's make honeysuckle wreaths.”

“Oh yes you can, Doodle,” I said. “All you got to do is try. Now
come on,” and I hauled him up once more.

It seemed so hopeless from the beginning that it’s a miracle I didn't
give up. But all of us must have something or someone t be proud of;
and Doodle had become mine. I did not know then tha pride is a won-
derful, terrible thing, a sced that bears two vines, life and death. Every day
that summer we went m the pine beside the soeam of Old Woman
Swamp, and I put him on his feet at least a hundred times each after-
noon. Occasionally I too became discouraged because it didn't seem as if
he was trying, and I would say, “Doodle, don't you want t learn to
walk?”

Hed nod his head, and Td say, “Well, if you dont keep trying, you'll
never learn.” Then Id paint for him a picture of us as old men, whits-
hmmihmmthakmg“dm:bcardandmmﬂpullmghmammﬂm
the go-cart. This never failed to make him wry again.

Finally one day, after many weeks of practicing, he stood alone for a
few seconds. When he fell, I grabbed him in my arms and hugged him,
our laughter pealing through the swamp like a ringing bell. Now we
knew it could be done. Hope no longer hid in the dark palmetto thicket
but perched like a cardinal in the lacy tothbrush tree, brilliandy visible.

“Yes, yes,” I cried, and he cried it too, and the grass beneath us was
soft and the smell of the swamp was sweet. With success so imminent,
we decided not to tell anyone until he could acnsally walk. Each day;
barring rain, we sneaked into Old Woman Swamp, and by coton-
picking time Doodle was ready to show what he could do, He still wasit
able to walk fas; but we could wait no longer. Keeping a nice secret is very
hard to do, like holding your breath. We chose to reveal all on Ocrober
eighth, Doodle’s sixth birthday; and for weeks ahead we mooned around
the house, promising cverybody a most spectacular surprise: Aune Nicey
saklﬂu:,afmrmmudmﬂgifwepmducuianythinghsmﬁ:m
than the Resurrection, she was going to be disappointed.

" At breakfast on our chosen ‘day; when Mama, Daddy; and Aunt
Nicey were in the dining room; I brought Doodlé to the door in e go-
cart just as usual and had them tum their backs, making them cross their
hearts and hope to die if they pecked. I helped Doodle up, and when he
was standing alone I ler them look. There wastit a sound as Doodle
walked slowly across the room and sar down at his place at the mble.
Then Mama began w cry and ran over to him, hugging him and kissing
him. Daddy hugged him too, so I went to Aunt Nicey;, who was thanks
praying in the doorway; and began to waltz her around. We danced to-
gether quite well until she came down on my big toe with her brogans,
hurting me so badly I thought I was crippled for life.

DnodI:mldr[‘u:mthv.hnh:dmughthi:nmwaﬂgsoevuyom
wanted to hug me, and I began to ary,

“What are you aying for?” asked Daddy, but I couldn’t answer
They did not know that I did it for myself, that pride, whose slave [ was,
spoke to me louder than all their voices, and that Doodle walked only
because I was ashamed of having a crippled brother.

Within a few months Doodle had learned to walk well and his go-
cart was put up in the bam loft (it still there) beside his litde mahogany
coffin. Now, when we roamed off together, resting often, we never turned
back until our destination had been reached, and to help pass the time,
we took up lying, From the beginning Doodle was a terrible liar and he
got me in the habit. Had anyone stopped to listen to us, we would have
been sent off to Dix Hill

My lies were scary; involved, and usually poindess, but Doodles
were twice as crazy. People in his stories all had wings and flew wherever
they wanted to go, His favorite lie was about a bay named Peter who had
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away&nmmcmm&mhimWhmPcmrwasmdymgomslcp,thc
pmmcksprmdhicﬂugniﬁmntmﬂ.ﬂtﬁﬂdingﬂ\cbaygmﬂyﬁkcadm—
inggo—m-shcpﬂmucr,buryMghimindmglodousiridmmr,nmﬁng
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Doodlcaxﬁ[spmtlolxofﬁmcﬂlhkingaboutowﬁmm\%
dmidnddmw!mwcmgmwnwcﬁlivehOldWommSwampmd
pid:dogvmngu:ﬁ)raliving.ﬁcsid:mcmm.hcplmnaimﬁbuﬂdm
ahmxscofwhicpamglmvuandthcmmpbhdswouldbcou:mickms.
Al day lon (when we e gtheing dog-tongue) wed swing through
the cypresses o the tope vines, and if it rained wed huddle beneath an
umhrdiammdplaysﬁdcﬁngMzmamdDaddyoouldmmmdliw
wimmif&::ymnmdw.ﬁccvmmmcup“drhthcidmﬂmhcmuld
manmeuandlwtﬂdmarryDaddyOfmmsc,Iwoidamughm
lmowdﬁswuuldnﬁ:wudmu:.butdmpicmmhepahmdwmbmniﬁﬂ
andmmdmal]lmulddowaswﬁsp:er,ym
OmlhﬂdmcmuiedinnmdﬁngDoodlcmwalk.Ib:@nmbc-
Mhmymmin&lﬁbiﬂqsandlpmpamdamﬁﬁcdcvdopmtpm-
gram for him, unknown to Mama and Daddy, of course. I would teach
hhnmnm,mmim,mdhnbm:gndm&ghtl-{c,mmbdi:md
mmyinﬁﬂibﬂimmmmm:dmdlhmﬁnr&exmnpﬁsimmmlm
ﬁuammwﬁmhhadbmdnddcd,&odkmddmwthl

ﬂmtﬁnﬂermdidn’rmnlmmu&pmgrmfmlmhschmlard
Doodle suffered from one bad cold after another. Bur when spring came,
:idlandwmmmladou:sigh:sagain.Sumhyardwmdofm-
mllk:apotofgold,andourcampaigmgnm&'magoodmOnhot
days.DoodIedewcntdmvanomd:mdLanding and I gave him
swimming lessons or showed him how © row a boat. Sometimes we
dcxutlcdinmdmmolgmmnmof()ldWommSmmp and dimbed
rhempcvincsorbomdsdmﬁﬁcaﬂybmththcpimwimh:had
Iamndmmﬂcl’mmbchungzboutmlilmﬂmlmmmdwhamwc
lookud.ﬁ::mmﬁn:laiandbirdsbmlo:hmmng

Tlmsmumcalhcmnm:roﬂms,wasblighmih:hrhyandjm
dlcmwasmminanddrcmpswimcmd.mdndup.dmdicdundnr}m
thirsty sun. Oncnmnﬁngfnjlﬂyahurﬂmm:amourofdwmﬁp—
ping over the oaks in the yard and splitting the limbs of the elm trecs,
Thataﬁmmouitmudhtckcurofﬁcmhlcwmeﬁlh\mks
ammd,mappingmeirmomandteaﬁngdmournf&cwdxlﬂma
hawkadxmmikofachﬂ:m&mnbolhmmmdﬂﬁumthc
staﬂmandhyﬁk:grmwahuminﬂ:c\mlkyshctwmﬂwmwx,wbﬂcdlc
mmﬁddlmnadcmuniﬁ)mﬂymdmmcmdsmudmd&mmund.
DoudlcandlfoﬂowndDarkbrou:inmdmmmnﬁdd.Mmhcsmod,
shoulders sagging, surveying the ruin. When his chin sank down onto his
dxm,“tw:mﬁ'ighmwi,mdDoodlcsﬁppcdhishmdinmminc.Sud-
denly Daddy strightened his shoulders, naised a giant knuckle fist, and
wdﬁamim&mmﬁmmmbkomof&mmrﬁimdfbegmquﬁng

Andduringdmrsunmq;snmgcnam:swuchmdimughﬂm
houachﬁtau-ThmAmijoismns,andlnfuhlmhgamc
mppu'mblc.Mmmono:said,"Andb[exdqursom“hmbay]oc
was lost at Belleau Wood.” So we came t that dove of seasons. School
was only a few weeks away, and Doodle was far behind schedule, He
muldbardydcardmgmundwhmdlnﬂngupthcmpevinm,andhis

2o
swimming was cerzainly not passable. We decided to double our efforts,
mnmlmdmhxtdrhtmdmd:ourpotofgold.lnudchmmundl
hcwmedb]uc.axﬁmwundlhemuldn’t}iﬁanaan\mmmwcwmnl
purposely walked fast, and although he kept up, his fice turned red and
hiscycsbccamcg!aznd.Onm,hnmddganoﬁmh:f,sohcmﬂapmion
the ground arid began ro cry.

"Aw;mnmon,DDodI:.”Iu:god.“Youmndoir.Doyouwantmbc
different from everybody else when you start school?”

“Does it make any difference?”

"ltcmahﬂydoc.“lsaid.“Nw.;mmnnn,"dehdpuihimm

As we slipped through dog days, Doodle began to look feverish, and
Mmm&khkﬁ:mhcatiaskiugh&nifhc!ﬂrﬁhmn@thcdidn‘tsh:p
deandsnmuimcslmhadnigbm:u,uﬁngomunﬁlImud\adhhn
andmid.“WHceup,Doodle.Wakeup.’

It was Sarurday noon, just a few days before school was to start. I
slmuldhamahmdyadmlttuidﬂ%&butmypﬂdcmtﬂdn’tlﬂmm
excitement of our program had now been gone for weeks, bur still we
kq:tonw&ﬁalimddogguinmltmmohmmmbadc.ﬁumhad
both wandered oo far into a net of expectations and left no crumbs be-
hind.

Dadd};Manu,Doodlc,dewucscamdatdmdining-mmmbk
havinglundxl:mahotdxy;widlallﬂwwindmvsmddoouopmin
cascabmshauldmmlndml&mhmmmbﬁmywhmnnﬁng
softly: After a long silence, Daddy spoke. “It’s so calm, I wouldsl be sur.
prised if we had a storm this afiernoon.”

“Ihavm’thm:damin&ng,"midManu.whobdicvedinsigm,as
she served the bread around the table.,

“Idid,” declared Doodle. “Down in the swamp-”

“He didn's," I said contrarily, .

“You did, eh?" said Daddy, ignoring my denial.

“Ioumin]ydid,'Doodl:rdmmd.smMingatmw&mmpof
hislc:xl-mglas,andwcwucqtﬁctagam

Mﬁnmoutindmya:d,amczmngcma]dngnoim
Doaﬂcsmpmdmﬁng.wi&lapimofbmdpoixdmdyﬁ)rhimmth,
his eyes popped round like two blue buttons,

“What's thar” he whispered.

I jumped up, knocking over my chair, and had reached the door
whml\dammﬂed,“l’id:up&udui;sitdawnnphandmym

»

me.

By the time I had done this Doodle had excused himself and had
slipped out into the yard. He was looking up int the bleeding tree. "Ts a
great big red bird!” he called.

'Ihebudcrmkuiloudlyagam.andemandDaddywncout
inmthcyard.Wcmadaiamcymwdthouﬂnndsagﬁdemhazyyzm
ufd:cmnandpnmﬂupd\mughdmsﬁﬂlmvcs.Omhcmpmmbmndx
abkd&lcshcofaﬁdm“idimdﬁﬁ:ﬂmmﬂlongkgs,m
perched precariously: Its wings hung down loosely, and as we watched, 2
ﬁ:ﬂdladmppcdmynndﬂmuﬂdo“dydowndmmughmegmmlmvm

“Its not even frightened of us,” Mama said.

‘It looks tired,” Daddy added. “Or maybe sick”

Doodle’s hands were clasped at his throar, and I had never seen him
stand still so long, “What s it it"” he asked.

Daddy shook his head. “I don't know; maybe its-”

Azthzrmommt:}mbirdbcganmﬁunu;bmthcwlngmm-
oldlnzmd,mdmﬁdm@ﬂapphlgmdaspmyofﬁﬁngﬁzdms,it




£1G.50 G o pfTHY
nlsghicddmmbumpmgdumu@th:ﬂmbsofthehhdingmmd
landingaxomfeuwithadmd.hs[onggmc:ﬁﬂnmkjakcdtwiocinm
an S, then straightened out, and the bird was still. A white veil came over
&mcyesandrhclongwlﬂmbmkunlﬁugnd. Its legs were crossed and its
dmnlilmfmumddimmlyuwadarm&mdmhdidmtmim
gmcc,foritlayonﬂl:enrdiﬁlﬂ:abmkmvaseofmiﬂﬂwmandm
stood around it, awed by its exotic beauty;

“It’s dead,” Mama said.

“What is i”” Doodle repeated.

“Go bring me the bird book,” said Daddy,

I ran into the house and brought back the bird book. As we
watched, Daddy thumbed through its pages. “I¢s a scarlet ibis” he said,
pointing to the picture. “It lives in the tropics — South America to Flor-
ida, A storm must have brought it here.”

Sd);maﬂbokn!bmknﬁcbi:d.AmdaihHHmvmanynﬂlm
ithadmdcdmdi:]ikcthls,inour)md,bﬂmaﬁﬂmblmdhtgm

“Ict'sﬁnishhndl.'Manusaid,nudgingmbad:mwardth:dhﬂng
room.

“Tm not hungry” said Doodle, and he knelt down beside the ibis.

“We’vegatpﬂ&mbblcrﬁxdm-t,”l\f[amampmdﬁumdm
doorway:

Doodle remained kneeling, “I'm going to bury him.”

“Don't you dare wuch him,” Mama wamed. “There’s rio telling
what disease he might have had.” :

“All right,” said Doodle. “I won'”

Dadd);Mama,dewmhkathedlning-mommblc,butwe
wandmdDoodlcthmughd)copmdooanmokomapiaxofsui:g
ﬂomhispodmand,wi&wutmudﬁngdmibis,lmpedoncmdmund
its neck. Slowly; while singing softly “Shall We Gather at the Rives” he
muieddlthdamundmﬂnﬁnmy;tdanddgga’holcindmﬂowu
gardm.nmmdmpmnnbud.Naww:wmmmhmghm:hrm@:ﬂm
front window, bmhcdldn'tlmowir._l-ﬁs;awlmrd:ma:digingd::
hokﬁ&aashavdﬂmhmdlcwmaslqngaftwmzd:m
laugha:ﬂ“cmvundou:moudmwﬁhomhmdsmhcwmﬂdn’thm

When Doodle came into the dining roorm, he found us seri
cating our cobbler. He was pale, and lingered just inside the screen door:

“Did}nugctdmawlctibisbmiuﬁ”admdDzddy Doodle didn't
speak but nodded his head,

“Go wash your hands, and then you can have some peach cobbler”

Mama. -

“Tm fiot hungry" he said.

“Dead binds is badluck,"sakihthinq;poldnghcrhmdﬁom
the kitchen door. “Fspecially red dead birds!” ;

As soon as I had finished eating, Doodle and I hurried off 1o
Hom:hmdlanding.Tun:wasslmmandDuodh:sdﬂhadalongmym
goifhcmgubxgmkxpupvﬁﬂadmothaboysw%mh: started school.
Thcmgildcdwiﬁl&myelbqu:ofaums&ﬂbumcdﬁualxbur
When we reached the landing, Doodle said he was wo tited 1o swim, so
we got into a skiff and floated down the creek with the tide. Far ofFin the
marsh a rail was scolding, andov:ronﬁmbcad:[oum“msingingh

Cbudsbcgmmgzdluindicmuﬁtwat,:lﬂ}wkqx ing thern,
trying to pull the oars a litde faster. When we reached Horschead [and-

ing, lighmingmspla)ﬁngmhalfﬂmskyandthundumeduut,
hidingamthnsoundofﬂ:cmﬂxcnmdisppmedmddmimmdc-
mdud,ﬂnmﬁktnightﬁodmofmamhmﬂcwby;hmdinginla:ﬂ
mdmdrmmﬁr:gmmdmmmwﬁng,mﬁommcoysm-
rock shallows and careened away:

Doacﬂcwmbothﬁmdandﬁ‘iglmed,andwhmhcmppcdﬁom
tftsicilfhcmﬂapxdonmthcmud,smdixganammdaofﬁdd[umbs
nsdi:gc&‘inmdicmmhglmlhc[pcdhhnup.mdashcwipcdthc
mud off his trousers, he smiled ar me ashamedly. He had fiiled and we
bath knew it, s we started back home, racing the storm. We never spoke
Wﬁmmdm\mrdsdmcmsoldamdmdpﬁdc?), but I knew he was
watdﬂngmmdﬁngﬁrasigrxofnuqcmﬁghnﬂngwmm
andﬁnmﬁ:arhcmﬂmdsodmcbcbindmhck:ptmppingonmy
hcds.Thcﬁsu:Iwa]kud.dmﬁmrhcmﬂuLsoIbeganmmn.-m
minw:smming,maﬁngdlm@lhcpinn,mﬂdlm,lﬂmahumﬁng
Romancnndlc,agmnmahmdnfmwasslumdbyabul:oﬂiglm—
ning, When the deafening peal of thunder had died, and in the moment
bd'amﬁmminarﬁmd.llurdDoodlc.whn}nd&llmbdﬁnd,ayout.
“Brothes; Brother; dorit leave mel Dont leave me”

The knowledge thar Doodle’s and my plans had come naught
wasb&mqand&mmkofmdtyﬁﬁxhnrmmkamd.lmasﬁs:ml
cmxhi,lmvinghhn&rbdﬁndwiduwﬂofmindividingus.'l'}mdmps
stung my face like newles, and the wind flared the wet glistening leaves of
the bordering trees. Soon I could hear his voice no more.

I hadrit run 100 far before I became tired, and the flood of childish
spite evanesced as well. I stopped and waited for Doodle. The sound of
mhwcvuyvdmbmdmu&ndlnddbdand.itfeﬂmightduwnin
pmzll:lpaﬂm]ﬂmropeshanglngﬁomd}c&ky&lwnimd.lpmcd
dlmugimd:cdmnpou:,burmommﬂmﬂylwmtbmkandfound
him huddled bericath a red nightshade bush beside the road. He was
siuing-ondmgmund,his&c:’buduihhisammvdﬁ:hmmﬁngm
his drawn-up knees.

“Let’s go, Doodle” I sid,

He didnit answes, o I placed my hand on his forchead and lified his
head. Limply, e fell backwards onto the earth. He had been bleeding
from the mouth, and his neck and the front of his shirr were stined a
brilliant red.

“Doodle! Doodlel” I cried, shaking him, but there was no answer
but the ropy rain. He lay very awkwardly; with his head thrown far back,
nukingh}svmﬁilinnnd:apparmunmﬂylongandsﬁm His litde legs,
bmtshmplyu&mhmhdmbeﬁ:mmmdsoﬁngﬂqsothm I
bcgmtowmp,mddxcmr-blunuivﬁoninaﬂbdbrcmhnkdmy
&milhu“DoodH"lnmmcdabmhcpoundh\gsmnnmdﬂmwmy
body to the earth abave his.

For a long time, it scemed foreves, 1 lay there crying, sheltering my
fallen scarlet ibis from the hesesy of rain.

(]



E111 Freshman English
Short Story Test Study Guide

Short Stories
e “Interlopers”
e  “The Gift of the Magi”
¢ “The Necklace”
e  “The Scarlet Ibis”

Recognize and know:
e Basic plot
Plot elements: exposition, rising action, climax, falling action, resolution
Characters
Indirect and direct characterization
Conflicts
Point of view
Irony
Suspense and foreshadowing
Mood
e Inference

Test Format — 45 points total
e 15 multiple choice questions
e 3 short answer questions



TERM

DEFINITION

EXAMPLE

EXPOSITION

RISING ACTION

CLIMAX

FALLING ACTION

RESOLUTION

DIRECT CHARACTERIZATION

INDIRECT
CHARACTERIZATION

CONFLICT

POINT OF VIEW

IRONY

SUSPENSE &
FORESHADOWING

MOOD

INFERENCE




